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INTRODUCTION 


I have spent nearly fifty years west of the Missouri River in dose touch 
with Indians. I have camped and traveled with them, learned their point of 
view and lived as the Indian lives. I know their daily life and religion and 
have listened to the folk stories of many tribes. Many Indian stories are not 
printable, from a white man’s standpoint; many others are as good as any¬ 
thing in literature, and still others are told only to amuse or point a moral 
to the Indian child. It is these latter that I have culled from the others 
and arranged here in book form, keeping the Indian in them as much as 
possible in putting them into English. Every story in this book is a genuine 





Indian story, told in English as nearly as possible as the Indian would tell 
it. The marginal illustrations are copies of actual Indian drawings from 
many sources. The large pictures are mine, made to illustrate the stories. 
May the children enjoy these stories and pictures of a stranger people. 

THE AUTHOR. 







CONTEN'l'S 


PAGE 

HOAV THE BUFFALO AND THE GRIZZLY BEAR WENT TO WAR. .. 9 

WHY THE CATFISH HAS A FLAT HEAD. 15 

HOW THE BUZZARD GOT HIS BLACK COAT... 21 

THE QUARREL BETWEEN THE BEAVER AND THE PORCUPINE. 27 

HOW THE FIRE GOT INTO THE ROCKS AND TREES. 3:1 

WHY THE WOOD DUCK HAS RED EYES. 39 

HOW NAPI MADE THE ANIMALS.. 45 

WHY THE BLUEBIRD IS BLUE AND THE COYOTE IS GRAY.. 51 

WHERE THE YELLOWJACKETS CAME FROM. 57 

THE STORY OF THE LITTLE RABBIT AND THE LYNX.. 63 

EXPLANATORY KEYS TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS.71 to 80 






















ILLUSTRATIONS 


Frontispiece 

PACK 


The Story Teller 


The Bear fell right over the edge of the high bank. 

The Big Moose trampled them into the muddy lake bottom... 

The Buzzard tried on one coat after another. 

The Beaver swam away and left the Porcupine on the island. . . 

Away he went as fast as his wings would carry him. 

They knocked Unk-to-mi down and beat him with their wings 

He picked one up and blew his breath upon it. 

He lit in a tree right over the head of Coyote. 

The Bee Hunters then speared it and shot it. 

The Lynx jumped out and caught Little Rabbit. 















HOW THE BUFFALO AND THE GRIZZLY BEAR WENT TO WAR 


One day the Grizzly Bear was traveling through the hills near a river and 
he came to the Buffalo Bull standing in the trail with his head hanging down as 
though he felt sick. 

‘ ‘ Ho! Crooked Horns! They say you have been threatening to go to war 
with me! Put on your war paint now and we will have a big fight! ’ ’ said the Bear. 

“ I do not want to fight with you, Rootdigger; I want peace, not war,” the 
Buffalo replied. 


‘ ‘ Ho! ’ ’ said the Bear, ‘ ‘Crooked Horns, you are a coward! You want 
to run away like an old woman! You are afraid of me! ” Then the Bear went 
up and pulled the Buffalo Bull’s hair and rubbed his nose in the dust. Next 
he went around behind and pulled the Buffalo Bull’s tail and slapped him as 
hard as he could. 9 
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“ Oh! You have caused me great pain, Rootdigger,” said the Buffalo, 
as he limped away crying. “ I did nothing to you and you have hurt me; that is 
not right.” 

‘‘ Ho! You are a coward. Crooked Horns! You have an old woman’s 
heart and you are afraid to fight me now!’ ’ the Bear replied as he turned to con¬ 
tinue his travels. ‘ ‘ Ho! I laugh at you! You are a coward! ’ ’ 

As the Bear walked away the Buffalo thought to himself, ‘ ‘ Now I really 
should fight him for he is just a bulldozing, mean-natured, fighting person.” 

The Bear, by his magic power, knew what the Buffalo was thinking, so he 
came back and said, ‘ ‘ What was that you said about me. Crooked Horns? ’ ’ 



” I said nothing at all about you,” the Buffalo replied. 

Then the Bear said, “You speak with two tongues; you were talking in 
your mind about me.” Then he mauled the Buffalo about and pulled his hair 
and slapped him again and went away laughing. 











The Buffalo again thought to himself, “ Now I should surely fight him for 
he is just that kind of an always-fighting person.” 

Again the Bear knew what was in his mind and came back and abused the 
Buffalo. Four times this happened, and as the Bear started to come back the 
fifth time the Buffalo began to back away and paw at the ground as he cried 
to the Bear not to come and hurt him again. 

‘‘ Don’t run away. Old Woman Crooked Horns! ” said the Bear; ‘‘don’t 
run away; stand still and fight with me. Crooked Horns! ’ ’ 

The Buffalo kept on backing away and crying all the time until, at last, the 
Bear got near the edge of a very steep bank and then the Buffalo rushed at him 
and knocked him flat. Then the Buffalo stood over the Bear, and gored at him 
with his sharp black horns trying to pin the Bear down to the ground. 

‘ ‘ Ho! Do not spear me with your horns! Do not knock me down! You 
cause me great pain. Crooked Horns! ’ ’ cried the Bear, as he scrambled about 
trying to get away from the Buffalo again. 








“ You wanted to go to war,” said the Buffalo, ‘‘ now why don’t you stand 
up and fight. Old Woman Rootdigger? Why don’t you fight now, I say? ” 

At last the Bear got so near the edge of the high bank that he fell right over 
and away down to the bottom of the valley and there he was on his back, crying 
and begging the Buffalo to let him come back up again. 

The Buffalo stood on top of the bank watching the Bear, and at last he said, 
‘‘You are that kind of a person who wants always to fight the weak; I should 
finish this fight and kill you instead of letting you come back up to bother decent 
people. ’ ’ 

‘‘ If you will let me come up we will make peace and fight no more,” said 
the Bear. So, at last, the Buffalo let him come back up and since then these two 
have been at peace, but the Bear still has a bad temper. 

That is how one bully found one who was not afraid and so got hurt himself, 
which served him right for always hurting and bulldozing other helpless people. 
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WHY THE CATFISH HAS A FLAT HEAD 


Once, very long ago, when the animals could talk, the Chief of the Catfish 
called a great council. 

At the council he made a speech and said, “ Ho, brothers! I get very 
tired of eating things from the mud at the bottom of the lake. I think we should 
have meat to eat like the Wolves. Let us watch for the Moose when he wades 
into the lake to eat the lily-pads, and let us spear him, and kill him for meat. 
He comes to eat when the sun is at the edge of the sky, so we will hide among 
the lilies and grasses at the edge of the lake and spear him when he comes.” 

The other old Catfish all agreed to the plan, so the whole Catfish tribe hid 
along the lake shore where the lilies and grasses grew the thickest and waited 
for the Moose to come. 
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They waited a long time, and at last, when the sun was at the edge of the sky, 
the Moose came to the lake to feed. He did not wade in for some time, but 
browsed along the lake shore eating the sweet grasses. 

At last he waded in to get the lily-pads, and the Catfish Chief said, ‘ ‘ Now he 
wades in! Now I will spear him when he gets away from the shore where the 
water is deeper! ’ ’ 

So all the Catfish waited until the Moose had waded out as deep as he 
would go, and then the Catfish Chief speared him as hard as he could in the leg. 

The big Moose bellowed with pain and jumped around in the water, for he 
was hurt and frightened at the same time. 

“ Ho! ” said the big Moose, “ Ho! What is this? Something speared 
me in the leg! Who was it speared me in the leg? Ho! I will find out who 
speared me! ” 













Then the big Moose stuck his head right down into the water until his eyes 
were beneath the surface, so he could see all around the grasses and the lily- 
stems on the bottom, and there he saw all the Catfish tribe getting ready to 
spear him again and kill him for their meat! 

This made the big Moose very angry. His eyes turned red and his heart 
was very bad toward the Catfish tribe. So he bellowed his war cry and said, 
‘ ‘ Ho! Listen! Catfish has speared me in the leg! Ho! I will make war on 
the Catfish! I will trample his tribe into the mud! Ho! Hear me! I go 
to war! ’ ’ 

So then the big Moose began to jump up and down all over the edge of 
the lake and to trample on all the Catfish he could find. He crushed their 
heads with his big hoofs and trampled them deep into the muddy lake bottom, 
all the time shouting, ‘ ‘ Ho! Catfish speared me in the leg! Ho! I will trample 
his tribe into the mud! ’ ’ 











He did not stop until he had trampled all the Catfish he could find deep 
into the mud, and then he went away satisfied. 

After he had gone some of the Catfish managed to wriggle out of the mud 
and get away. So there are Catfish in all the lakes and rivers now, but every 
one has a flat head because the big Moose smashed the heads of their Grand¬ 
fathers who were the very large Catfish of olden times, and not little like Catfish 
are now. 

All Catfish still carry spears, but they have never gotten over the way the 
big Moose trampled their Grandfathers into the mud. So they are black and 
flat-headed to this day and are so afraid of the big Moose that they stay hidden 
in the day time and only swim about at night; and that serves them right for 
trying to kill the big Moose long ago. 







HOW THE BUZZARD GOT HIS BLACK COAT 


In the beginning the birds had no feathers at all, so they were naked and 
hung their heads because they were ashamed. When winter came they got 
very cold. Then they held a council and decided to ask the Gods to give them 
coats with which to cover themselves. 

The Gods met them in council, and when the birds told them what they 
wanted, the Gods told them that the coats were already made and waiting for 
them, but they were far away, and some one would have to go and bring them. 

Then they called for some one to go, and the Buzzard offered his services. 



The Buzzard started out and traveled for such a long time that he ate up 
all the food he had brought along and got so hungry that he had to eat anything 
he could find, and he does this to this day. 
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After a long, long time, he reached the place where the new feather coats 
were, and picked out the most beautiful one to try on, thin ki ng to wear it himself; 
but it would not fit. 

Then he tried on one coat after another, always the finest and brightest 
he could find, but not a single one of them would fit him. So he piled all those 
that he had tried on to one side, and kept right on trying to find one that would 
fit. It took a long time to do this for the Buzzard tried on every coat there 
was, until, at last, only one was left, and he put it on. 

It was black and only long enough to reach to his neck, so there was 
nothing to go on his head at all; but it fit pretty well otherwise, so the Buzzard 
decided to wear it and get something to go on his head when he should see the 
Gods again. 

Then he gathered up all the other coats and started back, flying high in 
the air. 













He had such a load that he kept dropping some of the coats as he went along, 
and would have to stop and circle round and round, hunting for the coat that 
had dropped, and then when he found it, he would have to circle down and get 
it, and then circle round and round to get up high so he could go on again. 
That is why the Buzzards all fly in circles away up so high in the air nowadays. 

The Buzzard had to stop so many times that it took a long, long time to 
make the journey back to the council place, so every one had gone long before 
the Buzzard got there. 

Then the Buzzard started out again, and flew in circles for a long, long 
time, calling to all the birds, and giving to each one his coat as fast as they 
could be found, until at last all of them had been given the fine feather coats 
they wear now. 

The Buzzard never saw the Gods again, so he could not get anything at 
all to go on his head and neck, and has had to get along the best he could without 








any feathers ever since, and has had to wear the shabby black coat he put on? 
at first, because he could not find the Gods and could get nothing else anywhere! 
to fit him any better. 

That is why the Buzzard is not a handsome bird, and why his head and 
neck are naked (so the old men say). But everybody knows that he can fly 
higher and further than any other bird. That is because he had to fly so far 
and so long to bring the coats to all the other birds. He is just as well satisfied 
as he is after all, and that is the way everybody should be. 
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THE QUARREL BETWEEN THE BEAVER AND THE PORCUPINE 


In ancient times the Beaver and the Porcupine were the best of friends, 
and the Porcupine visited at the Beaver’s home a great deal to protect him 
from the Bear. 

The Bear was very much afraid of the Porcupine because he had such 
sharp quills; but the Bear was not at all afraid of the Beaver and ate him right 
up every chance he got. 

One time the Porcupine was visiting the Beaver when the water in the Bea¬ 
ver pond began to fall very fast, so they knew a Bear had torn out the Beaver 
dam to drain the pond so he could catch the Beaver. 

The Porcupine went out and drove the Bear away and the Beaver repaired 
his dam. Then the Porcupine said, “ I am hungry. You do not eat my kind 
of food. Let us go to my place so I can get something to eat. ’ ’ 
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So the Beaver went with the Porcupine to his home and the Porcupine 
climbed up a tree to eat some bark while the Beaver waited for him on the 
ground. 

Suddenly the Beaver cried, “ Here comes the Bear! I am afraid he will 
eat me! Help me, friend! ” 

The Porcupine climbed down and helped the Beaver to climb high among 
the branches of the tree where the Bear could not reach him, and then the 
Porcupine went on eating his dinner of bark. 

When he had eaten all he wanted, the Porcupine climbed down and left 
the Beaver up in the tree while he went off to visit his neighbors. The Beaver 
got very tired holding to the tree and wanted to get down, but he could not climb 
alone so he hung on until he was nearly ready to drop. Then he called the 
Squirrel, who came and helped him down, so he could go home. 

The Beaver was very angry at the Porcupine for going away and not helping 














him down out of the tree, so he said, ‘ ‘ I am going to teach Porcupine better 
manners; I am going to treat him just as he has treated me.” 

A few days later the Porcupine came to visit the Beaver again at his house 
in the pond, and the Beaver said, ‘ ‘ Get on my back and I will take you for a 
ride on the water.” 

So the Porcupine got on the Beaver’s back, and the Beaver swam to a little 
grassy island where the Porcupine landed to look around. 

Then the Beaver laughed at him and said, ‘ ‘ Now you are on an island and 
you cannot swim, so I am going to leave you there just as you left me up the 
tree, for that will teach you better manners with your friends.” Then 
the Beaver swam away home and left the Porcupine on the little island 
all alone. 

Now, the Porcupine had a magic song which he began to sing at once to 
the Wolverine, which made the Wolverine come quickly to the pond and ask 







the Porcupine what it was he wanted, for the Wolverine had to do what the Por¬ 
cupine told him to because of the magic song. 

‘ ‘ Blow your breath on the water so it will freeze, for I am on an island and 
cannot swim, and I will soon starve if I do not get back to land.” 

Then the Wolverine blew his breath on the water in a magic way, and the 
pond immediately froze over, so the Porcupine crossed back to land on the ice. 
He was very angry with the Beaver and would not be friends with him any more, 
but went to the hills, and made friends with the Woodchuck, and they have lived 
in the same country together ever since. 

The Beaver continued to live by himself in his pond, but he has had to learn 
how to dig long tunnels back in the banks of his pond so he can get away from 
the Bear without the Porcupine’s help. This story shows how good friends 
can fall out over little things and so spoil a fine friendship; and that is never 
a good thing to do, remember. 
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HOW THE FIRE GOT INTO THE ROCKS AND TREES 


Nee-kil-stlas, the first man, was a very wonderful kind of a Fairy Person, 
who was a great friend of the Indians, and who had the magic power to change 
himself into anything he wanted to be at any time and place. 



He had a magic coat made of very fine white feathers, and when he put 
this magic feather coat on, he could fly just like any bird. 

At this time there were only a few Indians in the world and the Bad Fairy 
People had all the good things in the world and the Indians had nothing. So 
Nee-kil-stlas set out to get the things needed by the Indians. 


To do this he had to get them from the Bad Fairy People, who were very 
jealous and mean-tempered, and would not give away or sell anything they 
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owned to any one, and, besides, they were always at war with the Indians and 
killed them whenever they could. 

In those days the Indians had no fires to keep them warm, because a very 
selfish Fairy Chief named Set-lin-ki-jash owned all the fire in the world and 
would not give a bit of it to any one. 

Nee-kil-stlas tried a long time to get just a little bit of fire from this Bad 
Fairy Chief, but could not do so as they were enemies. 

At last, by his magic power, Nee-kil-stlas changed himself into a pine 
needle growing on the limb of a great Pine Tree beside the door of the house 
the Bad Fairy lived in so he could watch his chance to get the fire. 

One day the Bad Fairy Chief went away, and then Nee-kil-stlas let the wind 
blow him off of the Pine Tree and carry him right down beside the Chief’s fire 
which he kept burning all the time. 














Here, Nee-kil-stlas quickly changed himself from a Pine Needle into a 
Raven. Then he put on his magic feather coat and picked up a burning stick 
from the fire. 

Quickly then he flew out of the smoke hole in the roof of the Indian house 
where the Bad Fairy Chief lived, and away he went just as fast as his wings would 
carry him! 

He flew away, away across the country, everywhere giving to each of the 
Indians enough fire to start fires of their own, because, you see, there were 
no matches in those days and people had to have fire to start fires with. 

Of course, sparks fell down from the burning stick as Nee-kil-stlas flew 
along and a long trail of black smoke was left across the sky. 

Wherever a spark of fire fell on a rock or tree, the Indians say, it just burned 
right down inside and hid itself there, so now, if you knock one rock against 
another real hard, a spark of fire will come out of the rock, and if you rub two very 









dry sticks of wood together very fast for a long time, they will begin to burn, 
just because Nee-kil-stlas dropped sparks in the trees and in the rocks. So 
now people can get fire at any time when they have to have it and have no matches. 

The black smoke turned all the nice white feathers black in the magic coat 
Nee-kil-stlas wore to fly in, so the Raven has worn a black coat ever since. 











In the time when all the animals could talk and were like people, Unk- 
to-mi, who was a great Fairy Person, was traveling along the shores of a lake. 
Out on the water were many Swans, Ducks and Geese resting and feeding. 

When Unk-to-mi saw them, he said to himself, ‘ ‘ Ho! Now, I shall capture 
plenty of meat.” 

Then he crept out of sight and gathered an armful of long grass which he 
tied up in a bundle and slung on his back. Then Unk-to-mi walked back along 
the lake shore again where all the birds could see him. 

When the Ducks saw him they cried out, ‘ ‘ Ho! There, Unk-to-mi travels 
with a bundle on his back! What is in your bundle, Unk-to-mi? ’ ’ 

‘ ‘ Bad songs I am carrying. Bad songs for Ducks I carry in my bundle 
on my back,” he replied. 
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Sing for us, Unk-to-mi. Sing for us your songs, for we have never 
heard them,” said the Ducks. 

‘‘ But, indeed, these are all bad songs for Ducks to listen to, I tell you,” 
he said. 

‘ ‘ But, sing for us, Unk-to-mi, sing for us your songs,” insisted the Ducks. 

‘ ‘ Build then a large lodge of grass with tight walls and only one opening, 
and I will sing for you. But they are bad songs for Ducks, I tell you again,” 
said Unk-to-mi. 

So all the Ducks and Geese and Swans came to the shore and quickly built 
a lodge of grass in the fashion Unk-to-mi directed. 

” Now, gather inside. All Geese and Ducks and Swans gather here to¬ 
gether on the inside, so I can sing for you,” said Unk-to-mi. 

When they were all inside the lodge, Unk-to-mi said, “Iff sing for you, 
no one must look. All must shut their eyes tight until I am done, for that is 
the way of the songs.” 



















So they all shut their eyes tight and then Unk-to-mi began to sing: ‘ ‘ Dance 
with your eyes shut. If you open your eyes they shall turn red. Your eyes shall 
all be red if you open them.” 

Then the Ducks and the Geese and the Swans all danced to the song 
with their eyes shut tight and Unk-to-mi danced with them, singing thus: 

”1, even I, dance with my eyes shut. I, even I, dance with you with 
my eyes shut.” 

All the Ducks and the Geese and the Swans began to sing with Unk-to-mi 
until the lodge was filled with a roar of noisy voices, and then Unk-to-mi slowly 
opened his eyes and began quickly to twist off the heads of the fattest Swans 
and then of the fattest Geese and of the fattest Ducks, until at last he had a 
great pile of the dead birds over in one corner of the lodge. 

Then came a very large Swan that had not been near before, and quickly 
Unk-to-mi grabbed it by the neck to twist its head off as he had the others. 
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It was so large he could not break its neck and the Swan managed to gets its 
breath and squawk very loudly. 

This made the Wood Duck open one eye, so he saw how things were going 
before his eyes turned red, then he cried out, ‘ ‘ Ho! Unk-to-mi kills the Swans! 
Unk-to-mi kills the Geese! He kills the Ducks! Ho! Unk-to-mi will destroy 
us all! Fly my brothers! ” 

With that, all the birds that were left opened their eyes, and when they saw 
what Unk-to-mi had been doing, they rushed for the door, knocking Unk-to-mi 
flat down and beating him with their wings and scratching him with their toes, 
as they rushed pell mell out of the lodge and left him for dead. 

So enough birds got away to people the world again, and now there are plenty 
of Swans and Geese and Ducks for everybody. But ever since then the Wood 
Duck has had red eyes. Do you know why.? It is because he wanted to hear 
Unk-to-mi s bad songs. That shows that people should not want things that 
are not good for them. 
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Napi was large, oh, very large! He was the principal servant of the Sun 
in olden times when the Sun was a great fiery chief who lived in his lodge 
in the sky. 

The Sun was busy warming the world all the time, so Napi was kept very 
busy doing the many things the Sun wanted done. 

One day, however, he finished all the work he had to do, so he sat down by 
a spring to rest and smoke his long Indian pipe. 

While he sat there he noticed some nice damp clay by the side of the spring, 
so he picked some of it up and began to make queer little shapes out of it with 
his fingers, just as little boys and girls do sometimes. 

He made a great many of these shapes out of the clay, and then put them 
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all on a flat stone to dry. Then he sat and smoked and looked at them for a 
long time. 

By and by he picked one up and blew his breath on it and said, ‘ ‘ Go you now, 
my son, and be a Bighorn Sheep and live out on the plains.” 

Then he blew on each of the other clay shapes in turn and told them to 
be the Antelope, the Badger, the Bear, the Beaver, and so on, until he had named 
all the animals and had told each one where he was to live. 

Then he had one little clay shape left, and he looked at this one for a long 
time, while he sat and smoked. 

After a while he blew on this one, too, and said, ” Go you now, my son, 
and be a Man and live with the wolves.” And so, the Indians say, that is how 
the first man and the first animals came to be on earth. 

When Napi had made all the animals and had given each one a certain 
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part of the country to live in, he thought he had fixed everything all right and 
that everybody would be satisfied. 

A few days afterward Napi went to the spring again to rest himself. 

While Napi sat there smoking his pipe, all of the animals came to see 
him and to complain about something. The Buffalo spoke first and said, 
“ Ho! Grandfather! You do not do things right at all! We are not satisfied! ” 

‘ ‘ How is this that you are not satisfied? I gave good land to each of you. 
Why do you complain? ” said Napi. 

‘ ‘ Well, it is this way,” said the Buffalo; ‘ ‘ you told me to go up in the moun¬ 
tains and live. I cannot live there, for the hills are so steep I cannot climb 
them. The rocks break my hoofs and there is no grass for me to eat; that is 
not right. Grandfather. I cannot live in such a place.” 

The Mountain Sheep said, ‘‘ Grandfather, I cannot live down on the 
plains, for my hoofs grow so fast they curl up; there is no nice moss to eat 
and no hills to climb, and so I am hungry all the time and my legs get weak.” 











The Antelope said, “ Grandfather, you told me to live in the mountains 
with the Buffalo. I cannot live there, for the big rocks break my thin legs and 
I cannot run fast because the hills are so steep.” 


So Napi listened to the complaints of all the animals. 


When he had thought it all over carefully, he said, ‘‘ Now, my sons, I will 
change you all about, and give to each of you a country that will suit you. You, 
Buffalo, go and live on the big grass plains and let Antelope live with you. You! 
Mountain Sheep, go and live among the high mountains and take Mountain 
Goat to live with you. You, Bear, go and live among the timbered hills and let 
Cougar live with you. You, Wolf, live on the plains, and let Badger and Prairie 
Dog live with you and share your country and your meat with Man.” 


So Napi told them all where to live and they have lived there and been satis¬ 
fied ever since, all except Man, who is never satisfied anj^here and always 
wants everything. 
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WHY THE BLUEBIRD IS BLUE AND THE COYOTE IS GRAY 


Long, long ago the Bluebird was very ugly instead of the beautiful blue color 
he is now. 

At that time there was a fine lake with beautiful blue water in it. It 
was away off near the mountains and had no inlet or outlet, so it was always 
the same. 

The Bluebird had a dream, and the Dream Spirit told him he could change 
his color if he did exactly as he was told. 

The Dream Spirit told the Bluebird to go to this blue lake and bathe in 
its waters four times each morning until the fifth morning, and while he bathed 
he must sing this song: 
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I went in, 

I went in, 

It is blue water, it is blue. 
It is blue water, it is blue. 
I am now blue, 

I am now blue.” 


So the Bluebird went to the blue lake and did everything exactly as the 
Dream Spirit had told him to do, and on the fourth morning, all his feathers 
dropped off, and the Bluebird came out of the water perfectly naked. 

On the fifth morning when he began to bathe and sing, new feathers began 
to grow, and by the time he had finished his bath, he was completely covered 
with a beautiful new suit of fine blue feathers which he has worn ever since. 

Now, the Coyote, who was bright green in those days, had been hidden 






















in the grass watching the Bluebird all the time, thinking, perhaps, he could 
catch and eat him. 

When the Bluebird came from the lake in his nice new blue suit, he lit in 
a tree right over the head of the Coyote, who looked up and said, “ How is 
this. Bluebird? You were so ugly, and now you wear a beautiful blue suit. 
Tell me how you changed yourself, so I can make myself the same.” 

So the Bluebird told the Coyote what to do and taught him the song. Then 
the Coyote went to the lake and bathed and sung as he had been told to do, 
and when he had finished he was as blue as the Bluebird! 

The Coyote was very proud of his color, and now thought himself the most 
beautiful thing in the whole world, as blue was his favorite color. 

He could not help looking at himself, and was so proud of his new color 
that he wanted everyone else to see and admire him, too. So he started to trot 




along a path, and to call to everyone this way: ‘ ‘ See me! I am Coyote! I have 
changed my color! I am now a beautiful blue! ’ ’ 

As he trotted along he turned his head first one way and then the other to 
look at himself, thinking all the time how fine it was to be such a beautiful 
blue color. 

Then, without stopping, he looked back at his shadow to see if it was also 
blue. 

Just then he ran into a rock so hard that he was knocked down flat and went 
rolling over and over down the dusty hillside! 

When he got on his feet again he was gray with dust and his beautiful blue 
color was all gone! 

He never could get the dust off, so he has been a dirty gray ever since, 
and they say that is the Dream Spirit’s way of punishing the Coyote for being 
so vain and foolish. 


56 






It was this way, so the Old Men say: Back in the long-ago time some 
terrible creature used to come flying so swiftly through the air that no one 
could see it long enough to tell what it looked like. 

It was called the terrible U-la-gu, and it killed other creatures and ate them. 
Sometimes it would swoop into a group of children playing about some Indian 
camp and carry one away with it, so the people were very much afraid of it. 

A council was called by the Head Chiefs to find a way to get rid of the 
terrible U-la-gu, and the council of Old Men decided to have the Bee Hunters 
find its nest. 


So the Bee Hunters killed a squirrel and tied a long white string to it, so 
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they could see the string in the air when the U-la-gu flew along. Then they 
put the squirrel out where the U-la-gu could find it. 

The U-la-gu swooped down and got the squirrel and then flew away so fast 
no one could see where it went. 

Then the Bee Hunters killed a turkey and tied a longer white string on it, 
hut the same thing happened again, and nobody could see where the terrible 
U-la-gu went. 

Next, the Bee Hunters tried the hindquarters of a deer, with a still longer 
string tied to it, but the terrible U-la-gu still flew away with the bait, too fast for 
anyone to see where it went. 

Once more the Bee Hunters tried, this time using the whole carcass of a 
deer and tying a very long white string to it. Now, the deer was so heavy that 
the U-la-gu could hardly fly at all with it and the string was so long that the 














U-la-gu reached home before the string was all unwound. So, when it stopped, 
the Bee Hunters took their bows and spears and followed along the string until 
they came to a great cliff of rock, and there, in a big cave at the foot of the cliff, 
was the nest of the terrible U-la-gu, which was just like the nest of the Yellow 
Jacket is now, but it was so large it filled the whole cave. 

The Bee Hunters saw the terrible old U-la-gu on her nest in the cave, so 
they built a great fire at the mouth of the hole and when the smoke got very 
thick and the flames very hot, the terrible old U-la-gu rushed out. 

The smoke nearly choked it, and the fire burned its wings so badly that it 
could not fly any more, and it fell down into the fire and scattered it all around. 
The Bee Hunters then speared it and shot it with their arrows until, at last, they 
killed the terrible monster. 

A great swarm of young ones followed the old one, but the Bee Hunters 
speared nearly all of them as fast as they came out and killed them, too. 
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They carry away honey when they can get it, so the Bee Hunters are still 
their enemies and kill them whenever they can. They should not do so, for 
the Yellow Jackets we have now kill many flies and eat them, so they are useful 
to man and should not be disturbed, but should be protected for the good 
they do for mankind. 


A very few of the very smallest ones got away, but the smoke had stunted 
them and they never grew any larger, so now we call them Yellow Jackets instead 
of U-la-gu, for that is how the Yellow Jackets came to be, so the Old Men say. 

If you watch the Yellow Jackets nowadays, you will find that they still carry 
away any meat or fish they can get, and they still fly so fast you can not see them 
go. They build their nests in caves and stumps, but they are harmless now 
unless you bother them. Then they will sting. 
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THE STORY OF THE LITTLE RABBIT AND THE LYNX 


Once upon a time there was a Little Rabbit who liked to visit with her 
Grandmother who lived in a lodge on the edge of a big wood. 

One day when going home she met a big Lynx who sang this song: 

‘ ‘ Where, pretty White One, 

Where do you go? 

Where, pretty White One, 

Where do you go? ” 

The Little Rabbit was so afraid of the Lynx and his big green eyes that 
she crouched just as flat to the ground as she could and said, “ E! E! E! ” 
and then ran back to her Grandmother as fast as she could. 

‘ ‘ Oh, Grandmother! ’ ’ she said, ‘ ‘ I met a Spotted One with green eyes 
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and fringe on his ears and he sang this song.” Then the Little Rabhit sang 
the song for her Grandmother. 

Ho! That is that bad fellow, Lynx,” said the Grandmother. ” Go back 
and tell him you are going home. ’ ’ 

So the Little Rabbit went back, and when she met the Lynx she sang this 
song: 

‘‘ To the Point of Land I go, for there my home is; 

To the Point of Land, there I am going.” 

The Lynx looked at the Little Rabbit with his big green eyes and sang. 

Tell me, little White One, why are your ears thin like 
leather? 

All thin and dry your ears are, all thin and dry. Why is this 
so, little White One? ” 

















Again the Little Rabbit was afraid and said, “ E! E! E! ” and ran back to her 
Grandmother as fast as she could go, and said, “ Oh, Grandmother! The 
Spotted One says my ears are thin and dry! I am afraid of the Spotted One.” 

‘ ‘ Ho! ’ ’ said her Grandmother, ‘ ‘ Run back and tell Lynx that your uncles 
fixed them so when they came from the South,” 

Then the Little Rabbit ran back to the Lynx and sang this song: 

‘ ‘ My uncles came from the South and they fixed my ears that way; 

My uncles fixed my nice long ears when they came from the South.” 

Then the Little Rabbit laid her ears flat back on her shoulders and started 
on, but the Lynx sang this song: 

‘ ‘ Why, why do you run away, pretty White One; stay, pretty White One. 

Tell me how you run so fast; tell me how you keep your little feet 
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The Little Rabbit was more afraid than ever then, and said, “ E! E! E! ” 
and ran back to her Grandmother and said, “ Oh, Grandmother! I am 
afraid! The Spotted One wants to know how I can run so fast! ” 




“ Ho! ” said her Grandmother, “ do not mind Lynx; do not listen to him, 
but run home to your mother, for Lynx is only a bad, idle person who is not 
good to listen to or be with.” 

So Little Rabbit ran away just as fast as she could toward home and did not 
meet the Lynx any more, and was thinking of her mother at her own home on 
the Point of Land. 

But Lynx had found out where she was going, and all about her, so he 
hid in the grass very close to Little Rabbit’s home, and when she came along, 
he jumped right out and ate Little Rabbit all up to the very last bit. So you 
see it does not pay to stop and talk to strange people. 
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AN EXPLANATORY KEY TO THE 

LITTLE INDIAN DRAWINGS AND FIGURES 

WHICH SURROUND THE TEXT 








Note:—The border which surrounds 
the text on page 9 is the one which is 
reproduced in black and in four colors on 
several pages throughout the book. The 
explanatory key will be found on page 71. 




A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON IWGES NINE AND EOURTEEN 


PAGE NINE 


Bottom and top rows-Sioux Warriors and Sioux Kobe Painting. End margin-Zimi Dancing Costumes 


Dancer with Coiipstick—Sioux Rohe 
Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Alinnesot 
Warrior—Cheyenne Robe Painting 
-Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Nebraska 
-Prehistoric Cliff Painting—New Me? 
-Medicine Man—Cheyenne Robe Pai 
-Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Nevada 
-Prehistoric Cliff Painting—New Me? 







A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON PAGES FIFTEEN AND TWENTY 


PAGE FIFTEEN 

1— Rock Carving—New Mexico 

2— Dancer—Cheyenne Robe Painting 

3— Ancient Cliff Painting—New Mexico 

4— Orator—Cheyenne Rohe Painting 

5— Prcliistoric Maya Monster—Wall Painting, Ruins of 
Yucatan 

()—Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Arizona 
7—Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 
S—Zuni Ceremonial Dance Costume 
9—Dancer—Sioux Rohe Painting 
10—Bottom row—Cliff Carving—New Mexico 


PAGE TWENTY 

1— Medicine Man—Ojibwa 

2— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Pennsylvania 

3— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

4— Prehistoric Wall Painting—Mexico 

5— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Pennsylvania 

6— Musician—Sioux Robe Painting 

7— God of Thunder and Lightning—Ojibwa 

8— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Pennsylvania 

9— The Bogi Man—Zuni Mythic Character 

10— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

11— Sioux Lodge with Personal Medicine Decorations 

12— Medicine Woman—Sioux Robe Painting 

13— Prehistoric Carving—Pennsylvania 

14— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—New Mexico 

15— Prehistoric Wall Painting—Venezuela Ruins 

16— Pipe Bearer—Sioux Robe Painting 

17— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—New Mexico 

18— Prehistoric Wall Painting—Mexican Ruins 

19— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Arizona 
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A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAIMNGS ON PAGES TWENTY-ONE AND TWENTY-SIX 


PAGE TWENTY-ONE 


1— An Air Spirit 

2— ^A Warrior 

3— A Spirit Having Mythic Power 

4— A Warrior Woman 

5— My Medicine Is Strong 

6— War God 

7— A W arrior on Horseback 

8— Wabeno—A Devil Spirit 

9— Indian Belle 

10— Sign of The-Many-Things-Unknown 

11— Warrior With Scalp 

12— ^The World—The Four Directions and the Fc 

13— A Warrior Capturing a AVoman 

14— An Air Spirit 
lo—A Warrior 

16— The Magic Serpent Coming Out of the Groru 

17— A Prophet 

18— A AYarrior 

19— The Magic Power of the Sun 

20— A AA^ounded AA^arrior 

21— AA"ar Sign 


PAGE TWENTY-Siy. 


1— A Magic Under-AA’ater God 

2— Sign of Magic Power 

3— An Under-AYater Creatine 

4— I he Antelope 

5— Sign of Supernatural Power 

6— Forest God 

7— The Sun Listening 

8— An Under-AA ater God 

9— A Forest God 

10— A AYar God—(Eah-Bigmouiii^ 

11— A Forest God 

AAlnds 12—Antelope 

13— A Flying Spirit 

14— A Forest God 

15— A Magic AA’olf 

16— The Kite 

17— A Buffalo 

18— An Attendant to the Gods 

19— Sign of Strong Medicine (Magic) 

20— Bald Eagle 

21— Peace Pipe 
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A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON PAGES TWENTY-SEVEN AND THIRTY-TWO 


PAGE TWENTY-SEVEN 

1— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

2— Mythic Creature—Eskimo Ivory Carving 

3— Mountain Lion—Zuni—Painting on Vase 

4— Ancient Pottery Painting—Arizona Ruins 

5— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

6— Ancient Warrior—Mexican Wall Painting in Ruins 

7— War Chief—Sioux Robe Painting 

8— Elk Totem—Chippewa Painting 

9— Pipe Bearer—Sioux Robe Painting 

10— Sioux Lodge with Mystery Decoration 

11— Dogfish—Haida Painting 


PAGE THIRTY-TWO 

1— Painting from Ancient Pottery—New Mexican Ruins 

2— Apache Warrior—Robe Painting 

3— Ancient Stone Painting—New Mexico 

4— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

5— Wabeno (Devil) Animal—Chippewa 

6— Ancient Stone Painting—California 

7— Sioux Woman—Robe Painting 

8— Mythic Bird—Pottery Painting—Arizona 

9— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

10— Painted Figure—Ruins of Peru 

11— “Lean Elk”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 



12— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

13— Mythic animal—Omaha Painting 

14— Ancient Painting—Wall of Ruin—Yucatan 

15— The PT’og—Haida Painting 

1()—Wounded Buffalo Cow—Sioux Robe Painting 
17- Walrus Hunter—Eskimo Ivory Carving 


12—Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 
IS—Ancient Rock Painting—California 

14— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

15— Ancient Rock Painting—New Mexico 

16— “Bull Lance”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 




A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON PAGES THIRTY-THREE AND THIRTY-EIGHT 


PAGE THIRTY-THREE 


PAGE THIRTY-EIGHT 


1— Ancient Wall Painting—New Mexico Ruins 

2— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

3— Dancing Mask—Haida 

4— Ancient Stone Sculpture—Arizona 

5— Deer—Sioux Robe Painting 

6— Painting from Vase—Ruins—Ancient Peru 

7 — Horse—Sioux Robe Painting 

8— Rock Painting—(Prehistoric)—California 

9— “Iron Hawk”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 

10— Ancient Stone Painting—New Mexico 

11— Sioux God—Robe Painting 

12— Ancient Rock Painting—New Mexico 

13— Ancient Pottery Painting—Arizona Ruins 

14— Sioux Robe Painting—Warrior with Name Sign 

15— Ancient Rock Painting—California 

16— Mythic Bear—Chippewa 

17— Warrior—Cheyenne Robe Painting 

18— Mythic Wabeno (Devil) Animal—Chippewa 

19— Antelope—Sioux Robe Painting 


1— Ancient Rock Painting—New Mexico 

2— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

3— Ancient Rock Painting—California 

4— “Little Skunk”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 

5— Horse—Sioux Robe Painting 

6— Wabeno (Devil) Snake—Chippewa 

7— “Chief Low Dog”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 

8— “Momo” (The Bee) Zuni Painting of Ceremonial Cos¬ 

tume 

9— Sculpin—Haida Tattoo Design 

10— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

11— Wabeno (Devil) Bear—Chippewa 

12— “Takes Enemy”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 

13— Ancient Stone Painting—New Mexico 

14— Antelope—Sioux Robe Painting 

15— ^The Moose—Chippewa Drawing 

16— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

17— “Bear Shield”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 


75 






A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON PAGES THIRTY-NINE AND FORTY-FOUR 

PAGE THIRTY-NINE PAGE FORTY-FOUR 


1— “Wasco”—Mythic Bear-and-Whale Totem—Haida 

2— Warrior—Comanche Robe Painting 

3— I’rehistoric Cliff Painting—Utah 

4— Dancer—Sioux Rolie Painting 

5— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Pennsylvania 

f>—Personal Medicine Decoration on Sioux Teejiee 
/uni Mythic Personage—Dancing Costume 
b—(*rass Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

9—JYehistoric Wall Painting—Mexican Ruins 

10— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Peru 

11— Warrior—Ogallala Sioux Robe Painting 

12— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Wisconsin 

13— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

14— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—New Mexico 


1— A Warrior 

2— The Sun 

3— The Eastern-Star Woman 

4— The Moon 

5— The Wabeno—(Evil Spirit) 

6— An Evil Night-Spirit 

7 — I-Sit-in-the-East—(Magic Spirit) 

8— A Warrior Bold-as-the-Sun 

9— An Evil Spirit 

10— The Catfish 

11— A Medicine Man of Great Magic Power 

12— A Good Spirit 

13— Man With the Spirit-Power of the Bear 

14— I Listen to Myself—I Have Magic Power 

15— Love Spirit 

16— Teaching Magic Power 

17— The Kingfisher 

18— A Flying Night-Spirit Having Great Speed 

19— An Under-Ground Magic Creature 

20— The Spirit-Deer 

21— The Terrible Under-Ground Magic Wild-Cat 

22— An Underwater Wabeno or Evil Spirit 

23— Bad Magic Power 

24— An Underground Wabeno or Evil Spirit 










A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON PAGES FORTY-FIVE AND FIFTY 


PAGE FORTY-FIVE 

1— Ancient Wall Painting—Mexican Ruins 

2 — Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

3— Ancient Cliff Painting—New Mexico 

4— Wounded Buffalo—Sioux Robe Painting 

5— Wabeno—(Devil) Animal—Chippewa 
()—Ancient Cliff Painting—Texas 

7— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

8— Pine Marten—Chippewa 

9— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

10— Ancient Cliff Carving—Arizona 

11— Ancient Cliff Painting—Unknown 

12— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

13— Ancient Bird—Maya Painting—Ruins—Yucatan 

14— Pipe Bearer—Sioux Robe Painting 

15— Ancient Cliff Painting—Arizona Canyon Wall 

16— Mythic Long-Tailed Bear—Chippewa 


PAGE FIFTY 

1— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

2— Ancient Native Painting—Piaster Islands 

3— Wabeno (Devil) Spirit—Chippewa 

4— Ancient Cliff Painting—California 

5— Woman Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

6— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—New Mexico 

7— A Hunter With Magic Power—Ojibwa 

8— Prehistoric Clift* Painting—California 

9— “Tetanaya” (The Wasp) Zuni Ceremonial DanceCostume 

10— Little Cedar’s Lodge with Personal Decorations—Omaha 

11— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

12— Woman Medicine Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

13— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—California 

14— Wounded Buffalo—Sioux Robe Painting 

15— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Arizona 

16— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

17— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—California 

18— Woman Medicine Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

19— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—California 
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A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON PAGES FIFTY-ONE AND FIFTY-SIX 


PAGE FIFTY-SIX 


PAGE FIFTY-ONE 


1— Mythic Wabeno (Devil) Animal 

2— Dancing Figurer—Sioux Robe Painting 

3— Prehistoric Rock Carving—Ohio 

4— Horse—Sioux Robe Painting 

5— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—California 

6— Mystic Under-Water Creature—Chippewa 

7— Pipe Bearer—Sioux Robe Painting 

8— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—California 

9— “Little Wolf”—Sioux Signature 

10— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—California 

11— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

12— Wabeno (Devil) Spirit—Chippewa 

13— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Arizona 

14— Pipe Bearer—Sioux Robe Painting 

15— Sioux Teepee with Medicine Dream Decorations 

16— The Spider—Ancient Zuni Pottery Painting 

17— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Texas 

18— “Blue Cloud”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 

19— Prehistoric Rock Carving—Unknown 

20— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—California 


1— The Hawk 

2— The Great Magic Serpent 

3— The Great Magic Wolf 

4— The Swallow-Tailed Kite—A War God 

5— A Wabeno Dog (F]vil-Spirit Dog) 

6— A Wabeno Bear (Evil-Spirit Bear) 

7— Wild Turkey 

8— The Wabeno Horned Snake (Evil Spirit) 

9— A Grouse 

10— A Spirit Raven 

11— A Spirit Bear 

12— The Crow 

13— The Skunk 

14— The Elk 

15— The Mole 

16— The Wolf 






A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON PAGES EIETY-SE\ EN AND SIXTY-TWO 


PAGE FIFTY-SEVEN PAGE SIXTY-TWO 


1— Ancient Pottery Painting—Arizona Ruins 

2— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

3— Mythic Panther-^Chippewa 

4— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—New Alexico 

5— Lizard—Ancient Pottery Painting Ruins—New Alexi- 

co 

6— The Bear Dream—Sioux Lodge With Medicine Paint¬ 

ings 

7— Buli Mana—(The Butterfly) Zuni Ceremonial Dancing 

Costume 

8— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

9— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Arizona 

10— Ancient Vase Painting—Ruins—Peru 

11— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—West Virginia 

12— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

13— Maya Painting—Ruins—Yucatan 

14— The Mountain Goat—Haida Tattoo Design 

15— Mythic Magic Beast—Winnebago 

16— The Loon—Chippewa 
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1— Mythic Double Raven—Haida Tattoo Design 

2— Zuni Symbol for Clouds and Rain 

3— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Utah 

4— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

5— Zuni Symbol for Lightning 

6— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

7— Zuni Mythic Creature—Dance Costume 

8— Woman Sun Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

9— Lodge of Pipe Keeper Society—Sioux 

10— “Chief Big Road”—Sioux Signature or Name Sign 

11— Prehistoric Cliff Carving—Arizona 

12— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Utah 

13— Native Painting—Easter Islands 

14— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

15— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—Texas 

16— Prehistoric Cliff Painting—West Virginia 

17— Pipe Bearer—Sioux Robe Painting 










A KEY TO THE INDIAN DRAWINGS ON 


PAGE SIXTY-THREE 


'1 

2 y Dancing P'igures 

4— A Medicine Plant 

5 — Discovering a New Medicine Planx 

6— Grass (iod 

7— Thunder God 

8— God of the North 

9— God of the South 

10— A Woman 

11— An Evil Spirit 

12— A Man 

13— An P^vil Spirit Speaking 

14— A Magic Flying Spirit 

15— A Medicine Woman 
10—A Warrior 

17— A Flying Spirit 

18— A Woman with Magic Power 

19— A Warrior 

20— A Magic Giant 

Two Air-Flying Spirits 


PAGES SIXTY-THREE AND SIXTY-EIGHT 


PAGE SIXTY-EIGHT 


1— Mythic Monster—Eskimo Ivory Carving 

2— The Crane—Haida Dancing Mask 

3— “Totea” (The Humming Bird) Zuni Ceremonial Cos¬ 

tume 

4— Pottery Painting—Ancient Ruins—Arizona 

5— Buffalo Cow—Sioux Robe Painting 

6— Warrior—Sioux Robe Painting 

7— Mythic Horned Serpent—Eskimo ivory Carving 

8— Dancer—Sioux Robe Painting 

9— Unknown Animal—Mexican Ruins 

10— Sioux War God—Sioux Painting 

11— Ceremonial Sand Painting—Navajo 

12— War Horse—Sioux Robe Painting 

13— Meda Song Drawing—Chippewa 

14— Deer—Sioux Robe Painting 

15— “Mono Wuqti” (The Owl Woman)—Zuni 

16— Ancient Pottery Painting—Arizona Ruins 

17— Demon—Iroquois Painting 









